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and reticences unbroken. It is the inmost side of man with
his hopes and fears, loves and hates, ardours and ecstasies,
despairs and disappointments, boundless horizons and inde-
scribable exaltations. It is the inside of our being, our soul,
our true personality. That part of our being which is engag-
ed in buying and selling, in managing estates and governing
States, in expressing indignation and approval of movements
and enterprises, is the outer, the social side of our life. What
is distinctive of man is the solitary side, which is peculiar,
strange, uncommon, what one does not share with others.
When Indian thinkers call upon the individual to possess his
soul, to be an atmavan, not to get lost in the collective cur-
rents, not to be merged in the crowd of those who have
emptied their souls, dtmahano janah, they are asking him to
preserve the dignity of his soul in the midst of the indignity
of life.
Politics, as understood at the moment, injures this soul
side of life. The increasing mechanisation which exalts force,
money, numbers and the military spirit, suppresses the in-
definable longings of the human soul. The individual is sunk
and swallowed up in the collective whole to which he adheres
with blind loyalty. Great streams of collective passion dom-
inate and engulf him and even the best of us find ourselves
helpless in the face of collective insanity. We live in an age
of the mechanised man, of mass beliefs and unbeliefs.
This paralysis of the human spirit reached its perfection
in the totalitarian systems. Hitler had prophesied a few
years back and his prophecy was fulfilled in the nightmare
world he set up : "I shall eradicate the thousands of years
of human domestication. I want to see again in the eyes of
youth the gleam of the beasts of prey. A youth will grow up
before which the world will shrink. " Hitler was helped by
many literary men who used their talents to poison life and
sterilise humanity. Hitler is defeated and probably dead,
but has the world abandoned his way of life, which overlooks
the soul and regiments the intellect ?
Those who are unable to endure the nudity of spirit, the
nothingness which seems to kill them, try to get away from
their solitariness by taking up social pursuits. Detective
stories and cross-weed puzries, mass meetings and noisy